CHAPTER VIII

POETRY, DOGMA, AND THE MYSTICAL

I saw a chapel all of gold
That none did dare to enter in.
And many weeping stood without,
Weeping., mourning, worshipping.

I saw a serpent rise between
The white pillars of the door,
And he forc'd and forc'd and forc'd,
Down the golden hinges tore.

And along the pavement sweet,
Set with pearls and rubies bright,
All his slimy length he drew,
Till upon the altar white

Vomiting his poison out

On the bread and on the wine.

So I turn'd into a sty

And laid me down among the swine.

BLAKE

THE work of literary criticism is not one which
can hope to be carried out successfully without a synoptic
view of human nature in all activities and experiences; it
draws its vitality, such as it may be, from sympathetic contact
with the whole range of human apprehension of the world.
Clearly the work of criticism is not a specialized department of
knowledge and judgment which can operate in disregard of
any part of experience; on the contrary it demands for itself
the best and most inclusive reflections on human experience
in its entirety as a condition for assessment of the place and
significance of creative imaginative work. Whatever value
we may attach to that aspect of literary criticism which is
virtually a part of history, the tracing of facts relating to the